noblest, the saddest and gayest of all our personal acquaintances.
The aim of the book is the revelation of Oblomovstchina, Ob-
lomovism, and the author means to warn us, shame us, and fire
us, but he does not succeed. We love Oblomov, almost envy him.
The overpowering ballad of Oblomovism closes thus: " One day
at noon two gentlemen walked along the wooden pavement of the
Viborgskaya; behind them drove, slowly, a vehicle. One of them
was Stolz, the friend of Oblomov, the other a writer, stoutish, with
an apathetic face and sensuous and at the same time sleepy eyes.
* And who is this Ilya Ilyich?' asked the writer. * It is Oblomov,
of whom I have often told you. He has gone under, and that with-
out any cause whatever.3 Stolz sighed, and reflected: c And he was
no stupider than many another, his soul was clean and clear as
glass, he was noble, gentle; and he has gone under!' * Why, then?
What was the cause?? * Oblomovism/ said Stolz.* Oblomovism? *
repeated the writer, astonished; * what is that?5' I will tell you in
a moment; only give me time to collect my feelings and my memo-
ries. And then write it down, it may be useful to somebody/ And
he told him what is set down herein."

As with Falstaff, so with Oblomov; from a bete noire he be-
comes under the poet's hand the world's darling. But Oblomov is
not Falstaff, although he works as little and eats and drinks as
much as the fat knight. He is the Russian version of Hamlet. And
as the soul of Shakspere, who has seen through the shallowness of
all security in life, is not put into Fortinbras or into Horatio, but
into Hamlet, so Goncharov's heart beats, not in Stolz, the active,
kindly, helpful friend, but in Oblomov. And Horatio's words over
the body of Hamlet:

" and flights of angels sing thee to thy rest,"
may well serve him, too, as epitaph.

This Russian literature was the modernest of the whole nine-
teenth century, the first in which the new content was made form.
And, considering that the country was kept almost under seals,
it is a very remarkable fact, proving once more that the spirit of
a time is irrepressible, being, in truth, born with it. But it was long
before the Russian Realism attained to its European importance,
and, for the time being, Europe was oriented on France in politics,
art, and world-outlook alike. Napoleon III capped his Crimean
victory in a few years with another. In the same year in which
Oblomov was published, Felice Orsini, a Mazzinist, carried out a
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